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in this war.and in whose memory the three most famous
Army Orders of this war had been created: Alexander
Nevsky, Suvorov and Kutuzov. A dark red velvet flat with
tassels was suspended over Suvorov's tomb, a large flat stone
forming part of the stone floor of the chapel and bearing the
simple words : "HERE LIES SUVOROV," and nothing else.
Around Suvorov were other tombs. There was one with
the following inscribed in beautiful eighteenth-century
lettering : ;; Spouse of Lieutenant-General Alexander Alexan-
drovitch Biron, [youngest daughter of Prince Alexander
Danilovich Menshikov. Born December 17, 1712. Died
September 13, 1736." A young lady of that frivolous age,
between Peter and Catherine, when squabbling female
royalty and their German favourites nearly undid the work
of Pe^er the Great. On a small table near the entrance was
a visitors book. I looked at one of the latest entries :
"Having visited the grave of the Great General, at a time
when the German Nazis are shelling the town and killing
innocent people, I fervently hope that his shadow will help
us to defeat these barbarians. There can be no question
about it. (Signed) Major..." The scrawl was hard to
make out. The date was July 7, 1943.

Outside the chapel, in the large yard of the monastery,
now turned into a large vegetable garden, there was an air
of country quiet. The doorkeeper was a very doddery old
man, probably one of the oldest men of Leningrad. He
might well have been a former monks of this very monastery.
On our way back we drove past the Smolny, heavily camou-
flaged with netting, and the beautiful baroque church that
Rastrelli had built, camouflaged. green and black. "We
have to repaint it white in winter," said the architect. "But
the camouflage of this place is so thorough that from 13,000
feet they simply cannot identify it..." Then we drove past
the beautiful Tauris Palace, which Potemkin had built for
himself, and later the seat of the Duma, and scene of so
many historic events during the stormy days of 1917. I
remembered those exciting days of April 1917 when crowds